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IN MEMORIUM 


JopAY MY TULIPS pDiED { 


THER ROSY CHEEKS 
GREETED ME EACH MORN 
WHEN BLUE AND WAN FROM 
NIGHTS OF WASTED DREAMS 
SAW THEM GLISTENING IN THE SUN. 


THER UPRIGHY BANNER LEAVES 
VAINGLORIOUS (LIKE SOLDIERS VICTORIOUS) 
TRANSPARENT WITH LIGHT 
FILTERING THROUGH THE EAVES. 


THER COLOR REMINDING ONE OF--OH! 
(couLD ¥ HAVE BEEN PALERMO?) 
LEMON YREES WITH SUN IN YHER GREEN 
ONE COULD SEE WHEN ENTERING THE PORT 
AFYER THIRTEEN DAYS AY SEA ? 


TopayY MY YULIPS DED | 


THEIR PETALS IN HUE OF BLUE 
IN DEATHLY STAYE ALL SYREWN 
ON THE REFLECTING SEA OF THE 
MIRRORED TABLE SO STABLE 
UNDER THEIR DEADLY WEIGHTY. 


THER FADING STEMS, OBSEQUIOUS SLAVES 
(BENDING LoW vo CoNQuER Time) 
IMPRISONED IN THE GRECIAN VASE 

STRIVING TO JOIN IN RHYME 

YHE DYING PETALS FLOATING YO OBLIVION 

ON REFLECTED BEAMS OF THE SUN. 


by Beatrice Dobelle 
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The Heir Apparent 


| was born a perceptive precious princess 
expressing idealistic views, 

but sensational secular security 
extracted most magnanimous dues. 


With the all-hearing ears of royalty: 


I've listened to the pompous prattle 
of the righteous few 

sacred orifices spouting phrases 

"| am better than you!” 


I've listened to the anarchistic screams 
of life's indignant youth 

in accusations of hypocrisy 

ring the sound of truth 


I've listened to sanctimonious soliloquies 
from those dubbed with title teacher 
the words they wished for me to rote 
the demands of practiced preachers 


With the all-seeing eyes of royalty: 


I've watched the boisterous businessman 
closing the phallical deal 

in his wake destruction, destitution 

what not given he'll stexi 


I've watched tive solicitous seller 
cast his sugar baited hook 
from the disillusioned consumers 
far more than tears he took 


I've watched our ancient ancestors 
decaying demise, blackened eyes 
perhaps primal peace prevails for them 
always the desperate child cries 


With the testing tongue of royalty: 


I've tasted dark depression 
its bleakness sickly sweet 
and always in the end 
emptied stomach at my feet 


I've tasted from the tomes of knowledge 
attempting to conquer every hurdle 
stuffing myself in gluttonous glee 

alas allowing precious prose to curdle 


I've tasted the dear flower of love 

its capricious candy-covering cracked 
staring as you closed the door on me 
any semblance of sensitivity lacked 


With the majestic hands of royalty: 


I've touched the sparkle of new life 
trembling in my sweaty grasp 

past the inner maternal instinct 
the beating of my heart did lapse 


I've touched the dripping darkness of night 
felt it creeping to nestle in my soul 

now in many things its memory 

the cancerous contagions reach their goal 


I've touched the grip of death 

taken firmly and held it close to my heart 

but when the time came to leave 

clutched skeletal hand, wanting never to part 


With the upturned nose of royalty: 


I've smelled the stink of envy 
recollective of decomposition 
realizing to my own dismay 

the observation my own invention 


I've smelled the odor of graciousness 
the saccharine of dead flowers 

in attempting not to be offensive 
spent many and more lonely hours 


I've smelled the aroma of long-time friends 
like vapors from apple-cinnamon tea 
without false attempt and pathetic tries 
remarkably kept them close to me 


At the coronation of my royalty: 
In sensing all the world this way 
mine own opinion | have found 
no smiles, laughter, happiness 
queen of pessimist | am crowned 


Allison Collister 



































Beneath their Empire 


The evening of the first Bacchanal, 
| recognized your narcigsisin, 
The gorilla’s phylogeny brought me nearer, 
And showed you my ruck of squares. 


| dropped 1 or 2, 
S50 did you, 
The gorilla and you become intractable, 
And you both become complacent to each other, 
Beneath the restive flock, our lupiné act 9pread, 
And your words went into my subliminal shadow. 


4 or 5 more, 
We both begin to s0ar, 
And climb the branches of the cool desert, 
My vine is prepared to break from this puerile growth, 
yours will carry you the rest of the week, 
Wring out the alcohol in your rag. 


A few more, 
So [can feel the floor, 
The release 16 like a splash of juices, 
Screams and cries sing in the trees, 
Drops and drops tall from the sun. 


Just a tew more, 

For the silence has turned to roat, 
Shaped just like a wad of gum, 
Gulped down like an acidulous volcano, 
With the lava washed off our poss€SSi0ns, 
Your spittle dripping in my mouth, 


Just a little more.. 
Crazy? 
Maybe | ar.. 


Paulo Acosta 



































if ( had a string, (’d be a yo-yo 


Take me, I ask of yo, my darling dear, 


To that empty attic between your ears 


| will dust out a corner to sitin 


and sit quietly, meek asa kitten 


I won't make a peep, i solemnly sweaPp 


You won't, just like now, even know I?m there 


Just give me one pencil te scratch theda ys 
Crt on the wall as they passina haze 
Of paint- peeling, molasses, grass growing 
‘Time that is sluggishly uphill-ish flowing 
Vil mind that Vm blissfully sleeping 
Vil just sitand wait, and read Good Housekeeping 


“Till the day comes, with beth of us knowing 
Once and for all, if your coming oP going. 


come forth and speak your RHYMING ROT 
but with riddles bore Me NOT 

for riddles they do fill my head 

though not with pearls 

but balls of lead 


and flowery la-dee-da, soooo weepy 
it doesn’t make me sad, just sleepy 
“QO, Thee, Thou, Thy, Thine!” 

O! Dost Thee Durst? 

| shall Fall upon my sword, ANON, 
Bur | shall bore thee to death first! 
Alas! Alack! O, Maudlin! O, Pity! 
O suicide, my soul has died!” 

O, STOP ALREADY!!!! 


| MEAN, veRY Nice, clap clap clap clap 
but it’s my TURN NOW, SO SHUT yER TRAP 
and let a Real poet show you how 

A REAL POEM is WRITTEN NOW 


though | Hardly expect you creTins TO RELATE 
To exactly how hard it is TO CREATE 

for ThE average simpleton TO UNdERsTANd 

the wringings of my complex Hand 


so as | stand before you 

and contemplate my Navel 

| will NoT EVEN TRY 

to bring it down To your level 


and it’s “Deep,” philistine, it is Nor “obtuse” 
I'd explain ir To you, but what's THE use? 

| don’t Need THE frustRATION 

you'll just Have TO LEARN 

thar | suffered through Arr 

ANd Now it’S YOUR TURN 


by Robert Wimberly 
































































































































































































































































































































rs Am | am the thought that dreads to manifest 7h he | hought 


To scalpel minded analysis surgeons 
Who slice me to pieces and shove me in molds. 
They try to help me, but... 

I only want to travel 
These mapless idea roads, unmolested! 


Every idea is unto itself a God, 
An incarnation of hallucination. 
Do [ lack precious meter? Are my metaphors mixed? 
1 am the thought that doesn t care! 
Do I confound your senses of reason? 
| am the thought you need to hear! 


Say on mad Muse...the Ancients are incidental, 
Reality has never been so far or so near. 
I am the thought that comes from nowhere, 
Zen-borne meandering that goes where it will. 
| am purposeless...my paths are uncleared; 
| walk them undaunted in the valley of judgement. 
No new things arise on the tried and true byways, 
So | bushwhack my way through aesthetics! 


I am the thought that gets thwarted 
In a barrage of telephonic interruptions 
Just as I m’seeing the pathway ahead. 
I am the thought that confounds those who think 
That knowledge is a one way street. 


1 am the thought... am the thought... am the thought... 
Am | not enough as | am? Naked...innocent...complete... 


Separate from the cheesy human succotash, 
A billion year old hallucination, 
Encoded in DNA program of seeming. 


Search!... but the seams to prove or disprove hide 
In an illusion of smooth continuance. 
Hypno-thought lures us into sleep...eyes wide open 
Mistaking the nightmare for the Dream. 


I am the thought that whispers in van Gogh s severed ear! 


| am unbridled...| am insane...I am your deeper Self... 
I am the thought! 


by 
Ken Dancar 












































Silent Uttering 


] guess it's too humid 

for the squirrels to 

play in the serpentine trees 
whose roots rise from the earth 
forming columns that resemble 
almost : 

human spirits (or at least 
figures twisted, distorted 
stretching 

as the body would if it were 
elastic 

or melted cheese) 








like those released (or cast away) from 


the Ark of the Covenant who 
wailed and killed Nazis. 

Oh 

I guess it's not to humid 

for the squirrels to enjoy 
potato chips 

offered by a child cooing 
"Here hamsters" 

as two women, acting as the 
tot's authority causation 
"Don't get bit", 

The squirrels multiply 
populate, gliding 

almost 

down the contorted 
people/roots 

of the trees 

who's branches resemble 
arms raised to the sky 

in praise, or something 

of someone 

or something. 

And the leaves 

on smailier, 

thinner arms are rustling, causing 
a single leaf to fall 

in a very graceful way 

to join its dead 

while the squirrels tramp over it 
and eat junk food. 














Mark Alvarez. 
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HUMONIC POSSESSIONS 


olting upright, covered in sweat, Aphas was 

shocked out of sleep. Panting heavily he 

said to himself, “What a horrible daymarel! 
Crowds cheering and me standing on some stage 
with a perma-smile plastered on my face. I may 
never be able to sleep again.” He got off of his 
sheet covered, rock mattress and went into the 
bathroom. 

Turning the light off, he looked at himself 
in the mirror. The crimson scales that covered 
his demon face, framing his feral yellow eyes, 
seemed a little paler than they normally were, but 
they still held a very vibrant shade of red. Stick- 
ing his tongue out, past his sharply pointed fangs, 
he let a gasp escape. “My tongue is pink! By all 
that is evil, why is my tongue pink?” He asked 
his reflection. “Slugs aren’t bad looking crea- 
tures but not for the inside of my mouth. I want 
my black forked tongue back! What happened to 
my black forked tongue?” 

After checking everything else over, cloven 
hooves, row of horns stretching from the top of 
his head to his lower back, two spike of bone 
housed on the sides of the crown, and hair that 
grew sporadically in tufts on his body, he was 
relieved that everything else was in order. The 
only thing that struck him as odd, besides his 
tongue, was a craving for a vegetable salad. Nev- 
er in his existence, since he hatched over four 
hundred years ago, has he ever wanted to eat 
anything other than the most succulent of red 
meat and human souls. 

As soon as he was satisfied with the re- 
sults of his search, he said, trying to placate him- 
self, “At least I still have my horns. What would 
a third level demon, descending the corporate lad- 
der into the farthest reaches of Hell, be without 
his horns? A laughing stock is what he would 
be! There would be no way that I could over take 
Mephistopheles without them. I must take him 
over at any cost.” 

The screaming of a million tortured souls 
erupted in his living room, breaking his 
thoughts. “Who can that be at this hour?” He 
went to the big room, where his bed is, to answer 
the telephone. As soon as he picked up the hand 
set, a femur from a human that tried to escape 
him, the screaming stopped. “What is it?” He 
bellowed into the phone when the receiver 
reached his pointed ears. 

With a quick glance at the clock, made 
from the skull of the same human, because he 
was accused of thinking for himself and must be 
made an example of, Aphas knew that it was 2:45 
P.M.. “Oh, hello Ghish” The demon female that 


he had dated for the past two hundred years. 
“Yes, [talked with Mephistopheles about my raise 
but he said that if I wanted more money, I should 
apply for a job as an angie. He also said that if] 
was happy and could pay my bills, Then this 
wouldn't be considered Hell any longer, it would 
be a branch of Club Dead and we would be towel 
boys at the sulfur lake. I think that he knows 
I'm after his job: I’ve decided that no matter what 
he does to me, I[ will not give into him...” He 
paused a moment while she talked, not listening 
to her but feeling his tongue against his teeth. 
Aphas was amazed that he could talk with some- 
thing as cumbersome as a non-forked tongue. 
“Why do you keep telling me to look out for his 
powers? There is nothing he could do that can 
stop me from unseating him from the Chamber of 
Progressive Demons...1 know I sound funny, it’s 
because you called at such an early hour. My 
mouth hasn’t had time to wake up.” He said 
and the lie just floated out past his slugly tongue 
with the greatest of ease. Demons are known as 
the best liars in any realm. 

“Don't ever say a thing like that to me 
again! If you ever say I resemble a human in any 
way I'll rip your damned head off, even if it is only 
about my speech! Do you understand me?...I 
don’t think that you should come over. Quite 
frankly, I don’t want you to. When I want to see 
you, I'll call. Good-bye.” Aphas placed the fe- 
mur into the child sized pelvis that is used as the 
telephone cradle. 

As he walked around his apartment, get- 
ting ready for work, he began mumbling to him- 
self. “Why does she always want to come over? 
I've always been good with demonettes, but she 
acts like I'm some sort of Devil’s gift to the fe- 
males, maybe Iam. As soon as I get Mephos seat 
on the chamber, I'm going to get rid of Ghish. She 
makes me so angry. At least I’m going to work 
and can take it out on the new pacifists that we 
just got in. I must remember not to talk. I can’t 
have anyone, even a demon, suspect what has 
happened to me.” All dressed and ready to order 
the mining crews around, including torturing 
them, he sat on the edge of the stone slab that 
served as his bed. 

“Lucifer” he said to the floor, “I will be sec- 
ond only to you. We will have our caves together 
on the shore of the abyss. That anus sniffing, 
second level demon named Mephistopheles will 
not keep me from the power that I deserve. After 
] kill Ghish, I will join with a demon female that 
has some courage and is ruthless in her own right. 
Maybe even hatch a few demonlings that will grow 










































































HUMONIC POSSESSIONS... 


up wanting to be just like me. I want Mephos’ 
cavern; it’s a truly awful place to live.” 

The cavern that Aphas lived in wasn’t very 
awful. The stalagmites were too short and the 
temperature was too cold. At only one hundred 
and forty degrees, he found his fangs chattering 
every once in a while. “Soon” he vowed “I will 
have the awful cave of Mephistopheles. I might 
even take his women, he doesn’t deserve them.” 
Standing up, he went into the bathroom to sharp- 
en the two larger horns. 

Aphas’ cavern had two rooms, the big one 
and the small one. The small room contained a 
mirror, a hole in the floor where duties where 
performed in, and a large window that over looked 
the mining crews that he was in charge of. 

The big room had a platform of rock that 
served as his bed, which is eight foot by eight foot. 
When male company would arrive the entire group 
would stand for the duration of the entire visit. 
If it was female company that came into the cav- 
ern, the slab was large enough to entertain up to 
four demonettes at atime. Even if the visit wasn’t 
the females first to the cave, the bed would be 
used to get acquainted with each other. All of 
the male demons liked this aspect of entertain- 
ing and the females didn’t secm to mind, not that 
it mattered to the males. Other than the clock 
and the telephone, there were no other furnish- 
ings. 

The crews that Aphas was in charge of, 
dealt with mining and various of excavation. 
There was no purpose to these tasks, except to 
frustrate the mining crews that worked them. 
Lesson One in the Demons Handbook For Orga- 
nized Evil, by Beelzebub, clearly states, “Humans 
need to find a purpose to be content, therefor, 
issue tasks that are purposeless.” 

The sound of tearing human flesh, along 
with the breaking of bones caught his attention 
from pointing the two symbols of his manhood. 
“Who is it?” He growled as he made his way, 
stomping, to the front door. 

The petrified-wood door opened and Gh- 
ish stood on the other side of the portal in all of 
her regality. She stepped in with a long flowing 
cloak, comprised of the scalps of many blond hu- 
mans, draped from her shoulders. Aphas’ eyes 
were drawn to watch her walk in. She was every 
bit a magnificently beautiful demonette. Mustard- 
yellow scales, that covered her entire body, ac- 
centuated her black void eyes. Standing at a 
height of four foot three, when she was in full re- 
gal fashion, made her as tall as almost every de- 
mon male, three inches taller than Aphas, which 
made her the envy of every female in Hell. The 


only exception is Mrs. Jones, the 
concubine of Satan. 

“I was on my way to give a 
lecture on Painful Ways of Scalp- 
ing and I thought I would stop in to see you be- 
fore hand.” Ghish said, her voice sounding like a 
lawnmower moving over midgets. Demons would 
come from all over to hear her beautiful voice. 

“I thought I told I told you that I didn’t want 
to see you.” Aphas grumbled. “Why do you al- 
ways have to bother me? I'm going to leave for 
work in a few minutes and I need this time by 
myself to refine strategies to get on the Chamber 
of Progressive Demons.” 

“You still sound strange.” she said, plac- 
ing her hand on his forehead. Knocking her hand 
away, he bellowed, “It’s none of your business 
what's wrong with me. Just get out of here be- 
fore I gouge your eyes out!” 

A look of horror crossed her face. “What is 
that thing in your mouth? I thought you stopped 
eating nicotine soaked afterbirth.” She stepped 
back a few paces in terror. “That looks like a pink 
tongue. A human tongue!” 

“Shut up!” He slapped her hard across the 
face. “Keep your voice down. I didn’t want any- 
one to know, but since you felt that you needed 
to “stop by” now you do. If this gets out, I will 
tear you apart until you think you can't take any- 
more, then I'll pour hydrochloric acid into your 
wounds. Do you understand me?” 

“Yes”, she said, as her head nodded spas- 
modically. Her voice trembled slightly as she 
asked “How did this happen?” 

“When I woke up, right before you called, I 
saw this thing sitting behind my fangs, I don't 
know how, but I can bet you a jar of honey roast- 
ed embryo’s that Mephistopheles 
had something, if not everything to do with this. 
I will put myself back to rights when I get rid of 
him, but until then I need to keep this quiet. He 
might think that this will dissuade me but it is 
making me even more determined. I will over- 
step all rules and regulations now. Anything that 
I get my horns pointed at will be tortured, de- 
mons or humans, it’s all the same to me now.” 

“The union will have your horns for tor- 
turing demons. You can’t harass anything that 
you want.” 

He grabbed her by the throat and lifted her 
off the cavern floor. “I can do anything I want. I 
am Aphas, third leve] demon, soon to be second. 
Third level is not good enough for me. I will not 
be like my parents, content with whatever is 
handed to them. That's why they are still at the 
sixteenth level. They have no desire for power. | 
don’t just have desire, I have Satan’s blessing.” 

“You don’t have his blessing.” she gurgled 
from her restricted throat. 

“He never said it, but I know. He sees great 
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things in me. I know that he wants me to attain 
Mephistopheles’ power, he just wants me to work 
for it to test me.” He lowered her back down to 
the floor and released his hold. She reached her 
hand up and rubbed her neck. “I thought you 
had a lecture to give. Get out of here and let me 
think. Remember, if you tell anyone I will de- 
stroy.” 

“I understand.” Ghish said as she left the 
apartment, closing the door behind her. : 

Aphas went to the bathroom and turned 
on the light, then went back to his bed and sat 
on the edge. “I have to think of a way to get Me- 
pho off of the Chamber quickly. I can’t hide this 
tongue forever. Even Ghish noticed it and she’s 
worthless for anything other than her appearance, 
voice, and coupling. That demon is going to pay 
for disrespecting me, by giving me this tongue. 
He should know better than to screw around with 
a demon like me.” 

The moment Aphas said this a large boul- 
der fell from the ceiling and landed on his head, 
knocking him out. The boulder would have killed 
a human but demons have much thicker skulls 
so it merely rendered him unconscious. 


“Augh!” he exclaimed as he jumped up off 
of the floor. Once again he was covered in sweat 
but, this time, his entire body was tingling. Im- 
ages from his dream floated on his eyes. Multi- 
colored wheels with numbers painted on them and 
brightly illuminated television monitors were rap- 
idly receding with every passing millisecond. 

Running to the bathroom, he could see 
very well, which was odd to him. Underworlders 
normally don't see in the light and he could tell 
that he had turned it on before he was hit by the 
boulder; this train of thought abruptly left him 
as he looked into the mirror. 

Instead of his feral yellow eyes, that he had 
since he was hatched, the bluest eyes that he had 
ever seen in a demon looked back. This didn’t 
bother him as much as the fact that his horns, 
the essence of demon hood, had receded to 
stumps. The scales that encrusted his flesh had 
turned to a light sallow. To make matters worse, 
even worse than his fangs being shorter, was that 
he remembered on his dash to the bathroom, he 
didn’t hear the usual sounds of cloven hooves on 
the cavern floor. Hesitantly, he glanced down. 
Aphas began to shake and tremble, sweat dripped 
from his no longer crescent chin. What he saw 
terrified him. He saw feet on the end of his legs! 
The same type of feet that humans have before 
he scorches them off. | 

“Mephistopheles, I'll get you for this! You 
will pay for this injustice to me!” He yelled at the 
top of his lungs. “My voice,” he said more quiet- 
ly. “What happened to my voice? I sound like a 
fresh hatchling. This is all of your doing Mephis- 


topheles! You will pay as soon as I attain my 
rightful place on the chamber. I will not be 
swayed.” Aphas shoved his right arm out and 
punched the mirror, shattering it and part of the 
wall behind it. “You even took some of my 
strength. I may be weaker than I was before, but 
I'm still stronger than you.” 

He turned and looked out of the window 
at the mining crews. “How will I ever be able to 
hide this from them? I'll figure something out.” 
The sound of his doorbell erupted in a cacopho- 
ny of tearing flesh and breaking bones. He 
plugged his ears against the sound that used to 
be music to him; now it turned his stomach. “Who 
is it? He yelled as he made his way to the door. 

“It's me.” Ghish said from the other side. 

“Go away. I don’t want you here.” Before 
he could react, the door swung wide revealing 
Ghish. The first glance that she had of him turned 
her head. 

“What are you doing here? Don’t you have 
a lecture on eye plucking or something?” he said 
as he slammed the door behind her. 

Her entire body was shaking. “What are 
you doing here? Are you crying you weak piece 
of fecal matter? I'm the freak, not you, so why 
are you crying?” 

Ghish turned to him and spat out, “I’m not 
crying you egotistical fool, I'm laughing at you. 
Aphas the great third level demon fell prey to a 
female. I manipulated you into wanting the posi- 
tion on the Chamber. Every time you got an idea 
in your head I let you think that it was too risky 
or evil and you fell for it. I wasn’t trying to get 
you to stop the actions, but to do them. You're a 
pathetic excuse for a demon.” 

“What are you talking about? I should slap 
you for even using this tone of voice with me,” he 
said as he raised his hand, threateningly at her. 

“Don't even think about hitting me. I was 
never scared of you. I was just doing what was 
asked of me. Oh, I'm sorry, you don’t know that 
I'm about to be joined with Mephistopheles. As 
soon as you're out of the way I can finish my as- 
sent to power. Yes, Aphas, I used you for my own 
gain. I had to prove it to Mepho that I truly hate 
him. Now he knows. Soon he will give me a 
present. This gift will be your demise.” 

“You're sane! You don't even know Mephis- 
topheles. Even if you did, he would find no in- 
terest in you. You're nothing. He wants truly 


‘evil demonettes, not weak ones that cower at the 


slightest threat. I never knew what I saw in you.” 
he said as he started to walk away from her. 
“You think I’m a coward? I appreciate the 
comment on my acting ability. I thought that I 
wasn't convincing enough, but now I know.” She 
bowed to the applause that she gave to herself. “ 
‘ An example needs to be made’ so you said when 
that one human tried to think for himself and you 
























































HUMONIC POSSESSIONS... 


got worried that it might spread. Well, Mepho 
thinks that another example be made of you. He 
doesn’t want his position being threatened all the 
time.” 

Aphas doubled over as foam began froth- 
ing from his mouth. Ghish looked at her Demex 
watch. “Right on schedule. He really hates me 
and wants to hatch a few demonlings with me. I 
have to be the happiest demonette this side of 
Mrs. Jones.” 

He dropped to the floor, shaking uncon- 
trollably. Eyes rolled back in their sockets, he 
asked, “Why?” as he spewed foam five inches from 
his mouth. 

“Why? You have the audacity to ask me 
‘Why?’ Because you're a third level demon with 
no power at all. Did you think that I would be 
happy with that? I know, you probably thought 
that I was just so enthralled with you that I would 

‘do anything that you asked.” She walked up to 
his trembling form. “I'll tell you something; You 
aren't that good. All of the females that have cou- 
pled with you think the same thing. You're mea- 
ger in bed. I wanted a demon that would force 
my bodily fluids into riptides throughout my en- 
tire body. He really knows how to hate me, so 
unlike you. I hope he hurries up, I have to get 
fitted for a pair of entrail boots.” 

He screamed loudly as the stumps of his 
horns disappeared under his scalp. Obscenely 
white molars formed under his fangs and pushed 
them out, hair sprouted on his head and the un- 
sightly hair that patchworked his body, fell out. 
The vibrant scales flaked off revealing sallow 
flesh. 

“Oh you're such a pretty human; Aren't 
you?” she cooed as she scratched the underside 
of his chin. 

“I'll get you for this. I still have power in 
this place. You will be nothing. When I make it 
to the Chamber, I will use your skull as a spit- 
toon.” He stood up, taller than her but very vis- 
ibly weaker. Bringing his arm back, he targeted 
a punch at her larynx. 

Ghish caught his fist in midair and 
slammed it down against her knee, breaking it. 
She lowered her head at the floor and said, “He 
still hasn’t learned his lesson, my most hated. 
It’s time to go all the way with it.” 

Aphas remained standing as alien lines 
and colors appeared at his midsection. Even 
though he was terrified at what he would see and 
in pain with his broken arm, he couldn't help but 
to look. 

Meanwhile, Ghish took out a small hand 
held mirror and began to adjust her hair. When 





she lowered the reflective glass 
she saw that Aphas was pastel 
blue from the neck down to his 
feet. “Oh, one last thing that I 
should tell you; the boulder that fell on your head 
earlier, that was from Mephistopheles too. He's 
had your whole cave under observation for some 
time now. He can even see us now. Mepho ap- 
proached me about three hundred years ago, fif- 
ty tears after ] was hatched, and propositioned 
me on this endeavor. Little did he and I know 
that it would be so much fun. Well now your al- 
most done.” 

Aphas stood looking down at himself, 
stunned. Other than a few senseless syllables, 
nothing came out of his mouth. He couldn't be- 
lieve that he looked like a torture device that he 
had used many times. He used to chain human 
souls down and force them to watch television 
game shows until their heads, literally, explod- 
ed. Now he looked like one. The only thing that 
was missing was a few minor details. No sooner 
had the thought crossed his mind than his throat 
shattered into a pattern, the pattern of a bowtie. 
The center ridge of his rib cage swung open, e€x- 
posing a nice bouquet of innards which turned 
white almost instantaneously creating a nice ruf- 
fle effect underneath the blue pastel leisure suit 
that grew out of him a few moments ago. 

Aphas looked up at the female standing in 
front of him and wanted her so badly now. She 
proved to him that she was even more ruthless 
than he was. He was undeniably enthralled by 
her now. 

“Well, Ghish, you just won our bonus 
round. A trip for two to...Alculpulco!” He shook 
his head trying to clear his voice that would rise 
and fall in tone at an alarming rate and to be rid 
of the words that no control over. “Help me Sa- 
tan! Help me...Introduce our next contestant. 
Yes, the next one could win a new car!” 

“Well, it’s been nice talking to you but now 
I must go. In a little while a few humans will be 
let in and chained for you to entertain. Enjoy.” 
She walked to the door, opened it, stepped 
through, and just when it was about to close she 
stuck her head in and said, “Oh, I almost forget 
the finishing touch.” Ghish stuck her arm in the 
room and it was a spray bottle which she fired at 
his head. “The epoxy should hold your hair nice- 
ly.” Closing the door he cried inside his unre- 
movable grin. 
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"There’s nothing on the blast- 
ed television set worth watching,” 
Wendall Holden balked as he 
abruptly turned it off. “It’s four 
o’clock in the morning, you 
would think they would have 
some game show on for us early 
risers. Nope, it’s all weather and 
those religious wannabes. May- 
be, | should just go back to bed 
and see if | can sleep a few more 
hours. Oh, who am | kidding? 
'm up for the day, at least until 
ten o'clock,” Wendall thought. 

The sun would be rising in a 
few hours as Wendall sat in his 
chair and stared out the window. 
It was too early for the morning 
paperboy, too early for breakfast. 
He decided to make himself a cup 
of coffee. This was what he did 
every morning regardless of what 
time he awoke. Where was Eve- 
lyn on these mornings, he ques- 
tioned. She used to get up and 
make the coffee. It was one of 
those things my loving wife did 
do when she was here. At least 
he had company at that time of 
the day instead of some stupid 
weather channel. Most of the 
time the weather men were 
wrong anyway. 

Wendall moseyed on into the 
kitchen, stopping on the way to 
admire the old war photo of him 
when he was just a lad. “Those 
were the days man, | was at my 
prime before ! went into that 
war.” He grabbed the pot off the 
stove, filled it with water and put 
it back on the eye. A few min- 
utes later the pot whistled and 
the water was done. He grabbed 
his cup and made his way back 
to the kitchen table. He plopped 
down in the chair like he had just 
run the hundred yard dash. “Boy, 
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it sure was nice when Evelyn did 


this for me. That old hag, why 
did she leave me?” Maybe, she 
was the reason | lost my spark. 
She did turn out to be a different 
woman after | came home from 
the war. She could have been 
sleeping with someone else. 
Now | remember, she couldn't 
please me. Here! thought it was 
me all this time. Why that two 
timing.... 

A few hours passed and Wen- 
dall was getting fidgety. He was 
already dressed, had been for 
hours. Standing six foot tall, lean 
and slightly hunched over, he had 
put on his favorite blue suspend- 
ers with his matching Braves ball 
cap. He didn’t wear the cap to 
cover up his balding head, he just 
wore it to look studly. He never 
knew when he might meet the 
girl of his dreams or when he 
would run into his new friend in 
the laundry room. The house- 
keeper wasn’t due for days, so he 
decided he would take a car ride 
down to the supermarket. He 
loved to go shopping. Pretty 
soon he was on his way. 

“Look out old man, you blind 
or something? They ought ‘a take 
your license away. When's the 
last time you got your eyes 
checked?” yelled the kid in the red 
car. 

“An, sit on this you young 
punk,” Wendall hollered. “I can 
see better than your daddy ever 
thought about seeing. |! fought 
in the war to save your punk ass. 
| bet your daddy hadn't reached 
puberty yet when | was fighting 
in that war.” Now of course Wen- 
dall wasn’t the least bit scared of 
that kid because he had his win- 
dows rolled up. He was no dum- 






my. He just continued on his way, 
driving his little gray ’76 Chevette, 
coasting at a fast thirty miles an 
hour. 

“Paper or plastic, sir?” the bag 
boy asked. 

“Paper, young man,” Wendal! 
replied. 

“OK sir, but are you sure? You 
bought a lot of heavy items to- 
day.” Wendall flexed his wrist at 
the young man and said, “Does 
it look like | can’t handle a few 
measly bags of groceries? Plastic 
is for sissies, son. |! used to tote 
furniture around when ! was 
younger. | think | can handle a 
few paper bags.” 

The bag boy walked him out 
to the car and wished him a won- 
derful day. Wendall! returned 
home with his groceries. Just as 
he was getting to the door, one 
of the bags broke. “Damn, them 
bag boys, they never listen to me. 
| ask them for plastic and they 
give me paper. I'm going to have 
to tell the manager about that 
next time.” ; 

Lunch time came around 
which meant that it was getting 
close to that time for the mailman 
to show up. Wendall checked his 
hat, grabbed his mailbox key and 
cigarettes and walked down to 
the laundry room. Inside the 
laundry room, Mrs. Dobb was 
folding her towels. “Good after- 
noon young lady,” said Wendall. 

“Well, good afternoon to you 
too, sir Young lady now? Well 
aren't we being a bit to polite?” 
replied Mrs. Dobb. 

“'m just calling it as | see it, 
ma‘’am,” Wendall replied. He 
stuck his key in his box and 
grabbed his mail. “Anything in- 
teresting today, Wendall? Did 















































you get a letter from your daugh- 
ter?” Mrs. Dobb asked. 

“Nope, not today, just a Dill 
and some junk. This one is for 
you Mr. Garbage can,” Wendall 
said. ! half expect her to write 
soon though. She is after all the 
only person who seems to care if 
| exist,” he said. Wendal! sat 
down on the bench and pulled 
out his cigarettes. Mrs. Dobb said 
good-bye and walked out. 

"So | wonder what they want 
now? Those darn electric people 
keep sending me bills. I've been 
paying those crooks for seventy 
something years now and you'd 
think they would cut me a break? 
You would think they would take 
her name off the front of it. We've 
only been divorced now for six 
years. I’ve only requested that 
they take her name off for six 
* years. Morons!” The electric bill 
read - amount due $29.84. He 
sat hunched over, taking deep 
puffs every few seconds or so. 
Just then Janice walked in. 

Still sitting hunched over, he 
lifted his head ever so slightly and 
gave her a glance. “Well hey 
there Wendall, how’s it going to- 
day? Did you get anything good 
to read?” she asked. 

“Nope, same old thing. No 
letters from my girl today. How’s 
your day going? Home for lunch 
I see.” Wendall replied. 

“Yes, | am and you know how 
that goes. | only get so much 
time. | really must get going, be- 
cause | don’t want to miss the first 
few minutes of today’s soap ac- 
tion. I'll talk to you later big guy.” 

“OK”, he replied, taking anoth- 
er puff of the cigarette. He sat in 
the faundry room for hours, inhal- 
ing and exhaling the smoke and 
the warm air from the dryers. He 
talked to everyone as they came 
in, 

He returned home to find that 
it was dinner time already. The 
chore of making dinner wasn't 
fun. After all he didn't have much 
experience in the cooking depart- 
ment. That was Evelyn’s job. He 
pulled out a can of baked beans, 
cut up a hot dog and threw them 
into the pot together. “Ah, an 
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original delicacy,” he thought. | 
never ate this good when she was 


here. We sure did eat out a lot 
back then. Her cooking was 
lousy anyway. 


The weekend had finally ar- 
rived. To people Wendall’s age, 
weekends were no different than 
weekdays. The days just seemed 
to run together at their age. The 
only thing different about the 
weekend for Wendall was that se 
was home. This weekend was no 
different than any other except 
that today he was going to talk 
to her. 

Janice was 29 years old and 
worked five days a week in an of- 
fice. She would come home for 
lunch everyday and race to the 
house to catch the soap action. 
Wendall had talked to her on the 
phone a few times, getting her 
number from the phone directo- 
ry the association had handed 
out to all it’s residents. He knew 
she had a cat and a few fish and 
today was the day he was going 
to see those animals. 

A knock came from the door 
and Janice walked over and in- 
quired as to who might be there. 
“Wendall,” he shouted. Janice 
didn’t hear him, so she peered out 
the peep hole. Al! she could see 
was the letter A on a ball cap. 
“Oh, it’s Wendall. Well, hey Wen- 
dail, what’s going on today? Do 
you need something?” 

“Nope, | just thought ! would 
come by for a visit. How’s that 
cat of yours doing? Do you mind 
if |see her?” She opened the door 
and let him in. 

Baby, the cat came running 
over to Janice stopping right be- 
hind her legs, when she saw 
Wendall. Wendall bent down 
and tried to coax her into com- 
ing over to him. She wanted no 
part of that and stayed right 


where she was. “Kiss, kiss little 
kitty. Come over to me, come see 
Wendall. Kiss, kiss little kitty.” 

"Wendall, have a seat. Can! 
get you something?” 

“Nope, | don’t want anything. 
Thank you for asking though.” 

“So, what brings you by?” 

“| just wanted to talk to you. 
We don’t get a chance to talk to 
each other when you run in and 
out of the laundry room. Come 
here Baby, leaning over, snapping 
his fingers. She is a very shy cat,” 
Wendall said. 

“Yes, she is not used to strang- 
ers. She can be moody at times. 
Today she is a little more upset 
than usual because | just gave her 
a bath. She absolutely hates wa- 
ter, except when | leave the fau- 
cet running.” Wendall decided 
he would give up trying to be- 
come friends with the cat and try 
and become better acquainted 
with Janice. 

“Janice, do you need some 
quarters for the laundry? If you 
do, | have some at the house | can 
give you.” 

“Thanks, but no thanks, I’ve 
got enough to get through this 
weekend's washing extravagan- 
za. I've been meaning to ask you 
something Wendall. Do you 
mind?” Janice asked. 

“You want to ask me a ques- 
tion? Sure go ahead, what is it?” 

“Wendall, why do you sit in 
the laundry room all the time? 
Are you not allowed to smoke in 
your own house?” Janice ques- 
tioned. 

Wendall responded, “Nope, | 
can smoke in my house.” 

“Oh, well | thought maybe 
your wife didn’t like the smell or 
something.” 

“Nope, | don’t have a wife 
anymore, so it doesn’t matter if 
she likes the smell or not,” Wen- 
dall said as he looked down to the 
floor at Baby. 

“I'm sorry Wendall, | didn’t 
know. She didn’t....” 

“Nope, the old hag didn’t die. 
She might as well have. Can you 
believe that we were married 46 
years and she comes to me and 
asks me for a divorce. Actually, 





























she didn’t give me a chance to 
make a choice, she just said she 
was getting it. It broke me you 
know, the government doesn't 
make you rich on social security. 
| even served in the war and | still 
didn’t retire a millionaire. Find 
yourself a rich man, Janice.” 

"Well, did she give you a rea- 
son for wanting the divorce?” 
asked Janice. 

“Yeah, she did, but it was just 
a bunch of excuses if you ask me.” 

"Well, what did she say, |! 
mean, she must have had some 
legitimate reason for wanting to 
leave you. Did the smoke bother 
her? Did she want more than you 
could give, were you two active 
in the bedroom? Forgive me for 
asking, | know it’s none of my 
business.” 

Wendall said, “She just said 
she was unhappy and that she 
was tired of living with me. She 
was tired of looking at my deer 
head on the wall. That really up- 
set me. I’m not taking that deer 
head down for no one. I'd rath- 
er have the divorce. By the way, 
do you want to come see my deer 
head? He’s a beauty. | caught 
him in the back woods of Minne- 
sota, That day was one of my 
best days.” 

“Wendall, I'm sure it’s nice and 
all but a divorce over a deer 
head?” 

“She wanted me to put it in 
my room. She said she felt like it 
was watching her all the time. | 
told her that | could put it in our 
room but then he would be 
watching her sleep and | know 
she didn’t want that.” 

“Oh Wendall, really now,” Jan- 
ice replied. 

“l was not going to get rid of 
that deer head. That was one of 
the best moments in my life, you 
see. Perhaps even better than 
when my daughter was born. 
Well maybe not, but pretty darn 
close, It has been the one solid 
thing in my life. It hasn’t left me 
yet.” 

‘Is it a big deer head? How 
many points?” 

“It’s a six pointer, it’s not too 
big. | named him Homer. Homer 
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always smiles at me when | walk 
in the door. It’s kind of like hav- 
ing a cat only he stays in one 
place and doesn’t shit in a box.” 

“Oh Wendall, you're too 
much,” Janice replied. 

The two of them sat there for 
awhile staring at the cat. Wen- 
dall leaned over and tried to coax 
the cat into coming over to him, 
but she kept her distance. Janice 
looked at Wendall! and could see 
the loneliness in his eyes. She 
could only imagine what it felt 
like to be eighty-two years old 
and alone. His wife left him after 
forty-six years of marriage and his 
daughter has moved away. His 
daughter still wrote to him all the 
time, but Janice was sure it just 
wasn't the same. She did have 
to admit that she enjoyed getting 
to know Wendall. She had always 
seen him sitting in the laundry 
room reading his mail, but she 
never really stopped to talk to 
him. 

Wendall sat up after a few 
minutes. “Say Janice, would you 
like to see the scars on my legs? 
lifting his pants legs up. | got 
these scars when |! tripped over 
the parking stop out in front of 
my house. | went right down on 
the concrete between the side- 
walk and the stop. Ordinarily, | 
don’t wear shorts but that day 
was so hot out, | decided to get 
some sun. ! got scars instead. 
Ever since that day, my legs 
haven't been the same. | used to 
have some powerful legs. | used 
to have a strong back too.” 

Janice, a little embarrassed by 
what she just saw said, “Wendall, 
what did you do to make a living 
back then?” 

“I used to make furniture for a 
living. | grew up working for this 
man who used to be a craftsman. 
| learned from him how to make 


chairs and tables. | became real- 
ly good at it and opened my own 
business. | was making furniture 
when |! met Evelyn. She had 
come into the store to look at a 
piece. Oh, she was so beautiful. 
Don't ask me what has happened 
to her now. Of course, | still look 
as good as | ever did.” Janice pay- 
ing very close attention to that 
remark caught sight of his face. 
Below his left eye was a big sore. 
She wondered if it was cancerous. 
“Wendall, what is that sore below 
your eye? Is that from smoking 
cigarettes? she asked. 

“t really don’t know what it is. 
| haven't been to the doctor 
about it. It doesn’t bother me, so 
why go and spend more money 
at the doctor's office. See these 
glasses? They’re bifocals. They 
gave me these to wear after | took 
the eye test for a new pair. | can 
still see to drive, contrary to pop- 
ular belief.” 

Janice wasn’t sure why he 
made that comment, only that 
maybe old people carried a repu- 
tation for not having 20/20 vi- 
sion. 

Wendall glanced down at his 
watch and decided it was time to 
go. He had spent a good hour 
there with Janice which was fine 
with him but he didn’t want to 
wear out his welcome. “Now re- 
member Janice, if you need any 
quarters for laundry, just call me. 
Maybe you could come down 
and see my Homer sometime. | 
love to show him off. He loves 
to be stroked.” 

Weeks passed and Wendall 
followed the same old routine. 
He often thought about Janice 
and wondered when he might 
talk to her again. He had thought 
about bringing some apple juice 
to her, thinking that she wasn’t 
drinking the proper fluids. He de- 
cided that this was a good way 
to get back through the door. He 
walked down to her house, car- 
rying the juice and soon arrived 
at her front door. He knocked 
three times but received no an- 
swer. That was strange, her car 
was there, but she didn’t answer 
the door. She must be here he 




















thought, but what was she do- 
ing? Well she could be taking a 
nap. After all, it was in the mid- 
dle of the day. He turned and 
walked back down to his house. 


The next day he sat in the 
laundry room reading a letter 
from his daughter. 

“Dear Dad. Today Chelsea 
walked for the first time. It was 
so exciting Dad. You should nave 
seen her. Mark went to work this 
morning hoping to get the pay 
raise he has been promised for 
months. We are all doing really 
well. Its been kind of chilly up 
here. | hear that Florida has been 
very warm. Dad, would you like 
to come up here for a vacation? 
It would really do you some good 
to see the baby. She is growing 
so fast, Not to bring up a sore 
“subject, but | talked to Mom last 
week. She seems to be doing 
good. She says she has been 
playing a lot of bridge with the 
girls lately. Sometimes | think she 
regrets leaving you. You know, 
she is just around the corner. She 
probably wouldn't mind seeing 
you if you stopped by. Don't get 
upset with me, it’s only a thought. 
Is the maid still coming by to see 
you? | hope she’s emptying your 
ashtrays. Mom used to tell me 
how full you'd let them get. | re- 
ally do wish you would give up 
that nasty habit. | know, you're 
eighty two years old, so why 
bother now, you'd probably say. 
How’s the nice neighbor you 
were telling me about? She 
sounds like an interesting person. 
Well | have to go, Chelsea just 
stepped into the cat’s box. | love 
you Dad. Call me soon and tell 
Homer we said hi. Love Patty. 

My ex-wife wants to see me 
like | want another hole in my 
head, Wendall thought. He fold- 
ed the fetter and put it back into 
the envelope. He sat back and lit 
another cigarette, thinking about 
what his daughter had said. May- 
be she left him because the ash- 
trays were too full. | did have a 
bad habit of leaving them laying 
around. No, it was the Geer 
head. She hated Homer. She 
hated the way he always stared 
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at her. Why in the hel! would a 
deer stare at her anyway? He 
probably hated her just as much 
as she hated him. That deer head 
never did anything to her. That's 
just an excuse to hide the real rea- 
son she left me. Face it Wendall 
old boy, she didn't love you any- 
more. These old gray hairs just 
ain’t how they used to be. She 
probably quivered every time i 
took my pants off. Well, | used to 
be a good lover back then. Come 
to think of it, she couldn’t keep 
the pace. She was always the one 
with the backache. She was the 
one to cause me to loose my 
spark when | returned home from 
the war. If she had just fed me 
better instead of always going 
out for meals, | would probably 
look much better instead of look- 
ing like a chicken crawled up my 
ass and sprouted wings. These 
legs just ain’t how they used to 
be. |! used to have strong legs, 
good looking legs. Heck, | even 
get scared when | take my pants 
off nowadays. He lit another cig- 
arette and leaned over, resting his 
elbows on his knees. He stared 
out the laundry room door, !ook- 
ing at the shady section of the pa- 
tio. The sun was high in the sky 
and it was hot. There were birds 
chirping and he could feel the 
warmth from the dryers. 

Wendall decided to read the 
letter again. Yep, it said the same 
things. Just then Janice walked 
in the door. She had been doing 
laundry today. “Hey Wendall, 
what's up?” she asked. 

“Oh, not much today. | did 
get a letter from my daughter 
though.” 

“| see you haven't given up 
that nasty habit yet?” 

“No, it’s a little too late for 
that, don’t you think?” Wendall re- 
plied. 

"Yes, | guess so. So’ what did 
your daughter have to say?” 





“She says | ought to go pay a 
visit to my loving ex-wife. Can 
you believe that bull? | want to 
see her again like | want to wash 
my car.” 

“Wendall calm down. She 
was only trying to get you two 
to talk. After all, you two are her 
parents. Doesn’t every kid want 
their parents to talk?” 

“Janice, | don’t think | could. 
| would much rather talk to my 
deer head or to you. | think |'ll 
head back to the house. Homer 
is getting pretty lonely and it’s 
getting close to dinner time.” 

“Bye Wendall, I’m sure I'll see 
you again real soon.” 

“Janice, would you like to 
come see Homer now? Do you 
have a few minutes?” Wendall 
asked. 

“Gosh, I'd really love to Wen- 
dall, but if | don’t get these shirts 
home, they'll get all wrinkled up 
and | don’t want to iron today. !'ll 
come see him soon.” 

The week passed and Janice 
came and went from the laundry 
room as usual. She didn’t see 
Wendall all week, which she 
thought rather strange. Another 
week passed and still no Wendall. 
While she was doing a load of 
clothes, she decided it was time 
to go see this famous deer head 
he had always bragged about. 
She walked to his apartment and 
knocked on the door, She wait- 
ed awhile and no answer. she 
knocked again and still no an- 
swer. Well, maybe he is taking a 
nap. After all it is in the middie 
of the afternoon, she thought. 
Janice walked back down to her 
apartment and gathered the bag 
of garbage and took a walk down 
to the dumpster closet. She 
opened the door and just as she 
was getting ready to toss the bag 
into the dumpster, she caught 
sight of an antler. In a panic, she 
ran back down to Wendall’s 
house. She couldn’t see anything 
through the front window, so she 
ran around to the back. She 
peered through the back window 
and saw empty space. 


by JEANETTE DUBY 





























And Don’t Forget The Leprechauns 


onald Reagan once sald, “if you’ve seen 
a ene Redwood tree you've seen them ali,” 
at Republicans were famous for making 
a@ mockery of things that the human race had 
ence held sacred. So thought the reclining flg- 
are, lronicaliy positioned in ¢ Redwood deck 
chalr, on a Redwood patio, in a living span of 
Redwoods, Imagining that he was somehow sa- 
perlor to them. To him, republicans were an Infil- 
nite procession of maggots feeding on the 
rottening carcass of what had once been @merica 
and he never hesitated to say so. In any of a 
dozen or more underground newspapers, his 
thoaghts fed a hungry audience with slice after 
slice of leftist wit, buttered In Irony, twisted be- 
yond reason. The words spun out In webs of 
hemp and golden straw from which were knot- 
ted lazy summer hammocks or Iife stifting nooses 
in the end. He barely felt responsible for the 
words at the end of his pen. He was Just the 
medium of...of the thought that made him cringe. 

The San Francisco Bay area teemed with 
leftist “wanna-beez” and for thirty-odd years 
now he had witnessed a bizarre procession of 
beatnik, hippies, qaeens and punks who paraded 
their plerced and painted bodies like shining 
human beacons through the cool Pacific fogs. 
There was something magnetic about the area. 
di centary earlier It sat at the ralnbow’s end of 
the great rush for gold and so called “manifest 
destiny”. There It sat polsed, at the edge of the 
world, like a glittering pot o’ gold for the tak- 
Ing. And of course...there were Leprechauns! 
Though he seldom mentioned them In public, he 
dealt with them as frequently as with the pub- 
lishing world he served. Their words led him 
slowly ap from the Jazzy beatnik coffee houses 
of North Beach to a handsome estate In Mill 
Valley. €nd though he was all the while mad as 
a hatter, his schizophrenia was continaally mis- 
taken for genius! 

He had been known by many names, at 
least a dozen, In those days when he regularly 
contributed to The Over and Underground Hog 
Farm Gazette. He was Slyde Ryder, Rant Rave, 
and Joshua Walker to name a few. To his wife, 
he was “Pookie”; to his friends, he was “Plaz”. 
His kids called him “Daddy” and the 
Leprechaans...er...well...never mind the Lepre- 
chaans! Rolling Stone called him Dirk Pearson 
and by that name had he prospered, so well, In 
fact, that It-earned him an aadit with the Inter- 
nal Revenae Service. They knew him by the name 


on his birth certificate, Michaei William Jamison, 
and would be arriving any minate now. 

From the far corner of an emeraid pool 
came spiashings and inhuman gargling sound. 
The sky tarned a color that had no name. One 
by one, he watched helplessly as the bobbing 
heads of his wife and children sank beneath the 
surface. “Jalle,” he cried, as he dived for the 
pool. By some astronomical fluke, he bounced! 
He watched In horror as the golden-eyed pyg- 
mies stole his family away as he shook and 
weobbled over q transparent Jelly vision of a pool 
that emptied Into a crack between the worlds. 
“Galadriel...Shawn,” he cried again, bat it was 
too late. The 1.R.S. was already at his door. 

After a prolonged period which Jamison 
could In no wise account for, he woke one morn- 
Ing amidst the rottening vegetables and broken 
glass of a nameless rodent-trod alleyway that 
could have been anywhere. His mouth was dry 
and tasted Ilke a palr of old gym socks. He tried 
to swallow and nearly choked on his tongue. He 
looked for his Porsche, bat It was nowhere to be 
feand amongst the fish heads and general car- 
nage of the scene. The anholy stench would have 
disgusted him normally bat, In light of the Elven 
hammerings In his skall, barely even registered. 
Through the thick fog he spied two shabby fig- 
ares spewing stanzas of gibberish Into a White 
Port bottle. At first...were they singing?...No-o- 
o-o...It was far less civil than that...more llke 
the whining of a couple of gnarled old tomcats 
proclaiming piss-marked territory. They came In 
and out of focus and started to spin. He. was 
getting dizzy. He was falling, or so he thought, 
bat never seemed to hit the bottom. At the 
thought, his stomach convalsed. He tried to fight 
It, then puked through his nose. 

“Weil If that don’t beat all,” sald the older 
looking wino. 

“Jesus, Joseph and Mary,” chimed the 
other. 

“It’s blokes like this wot glv an honest 
drank a bad name!” 

“F***In’ amateurs,” the other returned, 
taking the last swig of wine. In a moment he 
shattered the empty bottle In an anintelligible 
tlrade of beiches and slars. He tripped over his 
own two feet and fell to the dusty pavement, 
snoring. 

“Lightwelght,” the old wino announced 
throagh broken teeth. “Name’s John...Mad John! 
What's yers?” 





























.Lep rechauns 


Jamison spewed forth another horrible 
concoction from his obviously pickied Innards. 

Mad John_Iaaghed, “Was that Ra-d-d-4- 
Iph or Spew? You really oughta’ work on your 
diction, mate! Watcha’ got there?” 

“Nath-...,” Jamison let oat before he re- 
alized that his left hand gripped a half fall pint 
of Thanderbird. Some collection of words tried 
to coalesce... 

“Let not the left hand know what the right 
hand doeth...doth. Doeth, doth...you get the pic- 
tare!” Mad John offered. 

“You read my ml-...” 

“Never mind aboat that...whatcha’ 
drinkin’?” 

“It’s piss...” Jamison answered, surrender- 
Ing the bottle to the crusty old bum. The thought 
of It made his body wretch. He tried to remem- 

’ per, but nothing came to mind. How did he get 
here?...How long....2 There was only a name- 
less blur where the memories should have been. 
There was only the blar; persistent, eternal, sa- 
preme! 

“@h...the Piss-o-the Gods!” Mad John ex- 
claimed. 

“Noah...Jast f***In* pissi” 

Well It looks like someone got up on the 
wrong side of the bed, Id say. I'm cattin’ you 
off mate! Imagine that...bad moathin‘ such a fine 
vintage! What's these streets comin’ to nowd- 
days? I'll never telll” 

The old bum danced a little jig and disap- 
peared around a corner with the bottle, singing 
Irish drinking tunes fainter and fainter as he 
walked. Jamison had heard those tunes before. 
The Leprechauns had sang them too. That mach 
he remembered...that mach he remembered...and 
fell back to sleep.” 

He dreamed of Porsches and Jagaars 
driven by Imps along cloverteafed highways of 
hallacination. Their shamrock eyes betrayed their 
smiles. He knew them all too well. So well he 
coaid not know them too. Their mad thoaghts 
filled his opened mind with terror...made him 
think In ways Inhaman...twisted parodies of nor- 
mal thoaght...still trae...bat mad ail the same. 
Twas they who penned the best In him. They‘d 
come to stake their claim. 

“yoo hoo...over here laddy,” the little fel- 
low taunted, In a thick Celtic accent. “fre you 
forgettin’ yer obligations? We have some words 
for you...and you without your wordmaker. Did 
yer think ye’d be gettin’ off so easy?...Really, 
lad! Remember the promise yer made yer daddy, 
now. Him wot kills mast pay the bills...and yer 





know he owed as dearly...” 

“@€s all ya’ Jamison’‘s for three-hundred 
years,” a second Leprechaun Interrupted. 

Jamison was starting to feel like he was 
in a bad remake of The Wizard of Oz. The 
Manchkins were there. He mast have killed the 
wicked witch or something, though there was 
no evidence to be found, and when he saw a 
faint yellow-brick road, he followed it back to 
wakefulness. Jast before he awoke, he heard, 
faintly, one tiny voice saying, “We “ave yer pre- 
cloas Julle...daladriel and Shawn!” 

Jamison, of course, remembered none of 
this as he perused the city’s dumpsters hangover, 
stinking—for food. Not once did It cross his mind 
when he traded blood plasma to the white coated 
vampires of Oakiand for funny strips of green 
paper, nor when he traded the little green strips 
for liquid biar. He galped and gulped antii at 
last...ah...the Insulating blar filled him again. 
And the wee Folks were as a mililon miles away! 

On and on the days dragged by. Jamison 
slinked those tarnished streets for months. His 
condition was deteriorating steadily. No longer 
did he comb his once shining golden mane that 
twisted and cracked with the stress of the streets. 
Lately sliver threads appeared In Increasing nam- 
ber as If on a genocide mission to weed out the 
yellows. They sprang across his once smooth face 
as If to hide Its recent weatherings. The strange 
rivers of his life etched crazy patterns of wrinkles 
beneath a sparse forest of beard. The once bright 
eyes looked like two fried eggs staring out of 
two black cast Iron skillets In hopeless pain. 

“Spew...,” a volce broke the silence, “long 
time no see, mate. €ind my...aren‘t we looking 
well?” 

“Well well...Mad John...what do you 
know? Jast In time to steal my booze,” Jamison 
thoaght oat load. 

“Thoa shalt not steal,” John returned. 
“You should be thankin’ me. find If ya don’t 
mind me saying so, you look Ilke yav had a drink 
or two since then. Good book says, ‘Letz him 
wots gots two give to them that ain't gots.” I Jus 
cam an’ redistributed the weaith!” 

“Yeah, yeah...a regalar Robin Hood,” 
Jamison whined In annoyance. “You know, you 
sure quote the Bible q lot for a low down piece 
of shit. What's your angle?” 

“€ngle?...My, my...and me without my 
protractor. Bat If | were to throw a shape yer 
way, you can bet It'd be a carvel ingles are 
so...so...mechanical, I’m a man, not ad machine,” 

“Your not mach of a man either, by the 
looks of you,” Jamison hammered. 

“Jadgement Is mine salth the Lord!” 

“What's an old bam like you know about 
the Lord?” 











“@ hell of a lot more than you might think. 
Jesus was a bum...and a commanist to boot.” 

“Really?” Jamison taunted as If to egg 
him on. 

“That's right! Gnd if he were walkin’ the 
Earth today, | reckon he’d be a bam still. Maybe 
i'm Jesus...maybe you are, but like the good book 
says, ‘what ya’ does to the least, ya’ dan to the 
most’...so be careful what ya’ do t° bums.” 

“you seem famlliar-” 

“Where have I heard that line before? 
Say...your’e not jus tryin’ to get in my pants are 
ya’, Spew?” 

“No, I'm serious. | feel lke | know you 
from somewhere. What's your last name?” 

“Ehardly remember...jast names ain‘t im- 
portant here In the street. if you still got a last 
name you ain't really beat yet.” 

“Beat? What's an old fart like you know 
aboat it sometime, mate, bat I've got a date 
with a hangover...,” Mad John chackled tarning 
to walk away. fis sort of an afterthought he 
turned back and sald, “€ind don’t forget the Lep- 
rechauns!” 

The words penetrated Jamlison’s protec- 
tive vells. 

Like a key, they anlocked a tiny door 
Inside of him. @ flood of memories gushed 
through his mind. He suddenly found-himself 
standing thirty years In his past on the outskirts 
of the Okanogan Wilderness of upstate 
Washington. He had Just graduated high school 
and with his father foand himself on what was 
to be a ten day hanting trip across the northern 
Cascade mountains. He had never been so happy 
In all of his young Ilfe. The wind that whistled 
throagh a forest canopy of spruce and far seemed 
to blow across his soul. €@nd though he really 
wasn’t mach of a hunter, he traly relished the 
kind of male bonding that sach open alr 
adventures afforded. 

Days end would find them huddled around 
a campfire flaaghing and joking or telling tall 
tales. They spoke of topics that never came ap 
Inside foursquare city walls. Of Indians, Fron- 
tlersmen and of beauty they spoke; and of “ghost 
and ghoulles” of Ireland. ait the accidental men- 
tlon of the “Jamison curse” his father immedi- 
ately changed the subject; he hated the mention 
of Leprechaans. 

dis a diversion he strammed on qa rickety 
guitar, singing the folksongs of Appalachia and 
the “aald” country too. ds asaal, he closed with 
the deeply human songs of Woody Guthrie as 
the Wee Folke held a weakness for these. He 
played antl! a strange silence surrounded them, 
and wordlessly stopped at some unspoken cae. 
Withoat speaking, they headed for thelr sleep- 
Ing bags and what the Indians knew gs Grand- 
father Night. 


The reverie was soon interrupted by a 
hage, hangry bear. Bemased, they'd forgotten 
to secure thelr foodstaffs and the halry brown 
beast thrashed at his father’s tent with huge 
deadly swipes. When Jamison levelled the shot- 
gun to his eye and fired, it was not the bear 
that fell to the groand. 

“Dad”, he screamed as the bear hobbled 


“Qoonhh...,” his father moaned, mortally 
wounded. “I'm afrald this Is it, Mikey!” 

“Nol” 

“Ssshhh...Don’t take It so hard laddy. 
There’s more to the picture than meets the eye. 
1 shoald have known, they‘d not let as off so 
easy.” 

“Who?” 

“Why...the Leprechauns boy, who elise?” 
The elder Jamison broke oat In a cold sweat. 
“Take care of your mother, Mikey...and don‘t 
forget the Leprechauns!” 

“What aboat the Leprechaans?” It was 
too late. His father gave up the ghost and for 
the first time In his life, Jamison saw the Lepre- 
chaans sneaking between the trees. 

How could Mad John have spoken his 
father’s final words? The thought made him 
shadder...fllling the hollow biar with significance. 
Though what it signified sent him deep into the 
bottle, deep and deeper still...back Into the In- 
salating blar. 

Some weeks later, while surveying the con- 
tents of a notoriously profitable dumpster, the 
haggard Jamison happened apon a broken mir- 
ror. He was horrified by the strange refiective 
report of the glass. Where was the handsome 
face that ased to greet him In the glass? - that 
happy frolicsome friend of a face that assured 
him all was well and would continaally be so. 
That face was nowhere to be found and In Its 
stead was a withering, pallid ghost of a man. 
Deep pain shone through the sad creature’s eyes. 
Jamison wept from the pit of his soul. The Lep- 
rechaans were laughing! 

Jast then a speeding car barreled around 
a corner. @ passenger yelled, “F***In’ bum! Get 
Jobi” @ perfectly thrown beer bottie dropped 
him to his knees, a deep gash opened above his 
left eye. Gnd throagh his bloodied vision he 
glimpsed a shimmering pot-o-gold. It was 
tiny...like a bottle of pills - maybe they were 
plils - he really couldn’t say, but he washed them 
down with a pint of booze, the painfal world 
retreated In waves. Sounds grew faint. Light grew 
dim. The cold and damp of the falling night 
barely registered too. 

He was making the voyage that all men 
must make, and was only moderately sarprised 
to see that the Rivers of Styx and Lethe were 
filled with gargling liquid faces from his ances- 
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tral past. Perhaps these were the depositions of 
all he’d ever been. He watched as he crossed 
the carrent of faces that stared anbilinkingly from 
everywhere aboat him. The dark ferryman navi- 
gated the terrible rivers In absolute silence. He 
ferrled through faces of fog and the horrible 
moan of Infinite Death. On the banks of ficheron, 
he coald hear the dread hound Cerberus baying. 
To his surprise, the three heads were his father’s 
old hanting dogs salivating at the thoaght of his 
warm chewy bones. Charon, the ferryman, 
reached out for his fare and one tiny 
unswallowed pill became a golden disk that 
floated Itself end over end to Hell's social ser- 
vant. Before he could pocket It a ghostiy form 
with his father’s face sprang from the ooze, ap- 
setting the coin. fis if In slow motion, he stared 
at the kaleldoscope combinations of ten genera- 
tlons of Jamisons In his old man’s face. With 
anified voice they spoke In eerle echoes of lay- 
ered lisp; like a ten tongued serpent with ¢ sin- 
gular mind. 

“The price has been paid. Bat suicide ne- 
gates everything! Clause 42! You know what 
sticklers the fey folks be! it mast be done to the 
letter if the law or the curse continaes! The 
bounty of ten generations of Jamisons Is yours, 
which fs precisely the ransom specified.” ¢ind 
with that was a panch thrown to Jamison’‘s stom- 
ach. He vomited his deathly flii. 

“F***ing asshole,” Mad John compiained, 
holding the pill bottle, fist still clenched. “Yer 
on yer now, mate. I ain’t got time to babysit yer 
sorry ass” 

Jamison was crushed! Not only had he 
falled to die, but he also had a headache so 
severe that it seemed to twist the very fabric of 
life Into a Hieronymas Bosch-esque vision of Hell. 
Every sight and sound brought untold horror. He 
reached for the bottie, but nothing was there. 
There were no more pliis or pots of gold. There 
was nothing bat an absence of...an absence of 
blag. 

He panhandied his way to the liquor 
counter and briefly spied throagh tired Picasso 
eyeballs the myriad bottles of brightly pack- 
aged reilef, Christmas music played In the back- 
ground to the clinking and ringing of the cash 
register. It made him think of Christmas morn- 
Ings In Marin with Jalle and his beaatifal chil- 
dren. Of mountains of colorful shiny wrapping 
paper strewn aboat the flashing Christmas tree. 
Of tiny laughter and elated squeals. The hired 
performances of the Mill Valley Chamber Piay- 


ers. Santa and the elves. No. No, not those 
blasted elves! Could he ever be free of them? 
€s he grogglly gazed through barred win- 
dows between the many advertisements he 
dropped his blur-filled bottles shattering to the 
dirty floor. He couldn't belleve his eyes; Julie 
and the children were stepping into q taxicab as 
he ran oat to greet them. The @slan booze ten- 
der was not amused and In a tirade of mixed 
metaphor phoned the thought police. 

Jamison violently threw open the taxi 
door. His wife and kids were shocked to see him. 
He pulled them from the tax! and fell to his flec- 
bitten knees, both crying and thanking every god 
he could think of or Invent In the moment. His 
Joy, however, was not echoed In his loved ones 
eyes. Sweet Galadriel shrieked and twisted at 
his touch, falling to the groand and tearing her 
sanny Easter dress. Little Shawn panched and 
kicked madly as he fled to the protection of the 
Aslan liqaor store. Jalle reached Into her hand- 
bag to find a can of mace. She maced her has- 
band antii he felt that his Jaandiced eyes would 
explode from thelr dark, watering sockets. 
Through burning tears he watched his chacffear 
gather him ap, whisking him away to a well 
populated hotel with barred windows Ina seedier 
part of town. It was only as he was sped away 
that he realized that the family he had Jast ac- 
costed was not his own. He looked back to the 
taxl. Barely believing his eyes the license plate 
read RMPLSTYLSKN. 

The bell hops at the barred hotel wore 
strange dark uniforms with sliver badges. They 
squeaked thelr leathery way aboat the front desk 
and took him into the tiny side room. They were 
very interested In the Leprechaun tales, so mach 
so that they brought him free of charge to q 
more luxurious hotel on the other side of town 
where the staff were arrayed In white uniforms. 
The sign on the door read Alameda Mental 
Health Facility. 

€imong the wretches and biithering idiots 
of the ward Jamison siowly regained perspec- 
tive. He found a paperback novel of Ken Kesey’s, 
“One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest,” and stad- 
led It as though It were a holy book. He had 
read It somewhere before. In fact, he hed known 
the aathor rather weil and had spent many a 
psychedelic afternoon at his home in La Honda. 
is he tarned each page he retarned bit by bit to 
his former self. Like Randall Marphy In the novel, 
Jamison‘s awakening awareness rabbed off on 
the other ward members. The white clad staff 
attributed the mass Improvement to the palns- 
taking efforts of modern Psychotherapy. Jamison 
allowed them thelr delusions as the world had 
allowed him his all those years. His favorite line 
In “Cackoo’s Nest” was the narrator, Chief 
Broom’s thought: “It’s all trae, even If It didn’t 

















happen.” 
About a month fater, Jamison found a di- 


lapidated galtar In a storage room he was clean- 
Ing. He still remembered how to play the stringed 
box, though It admittedly had been years since 
his last attempt. Song after song came back to 
him. The biar was lacid for the first time in 
months. @ strange power came over Jamison and 
soon he was surrounded by over half the ward, 
patient and staff allke. When he finished sing- 
Ing Woody Gathrle’s “I din‘t Got No Home” 
there wasn’t a dry eye In the room. Michael 
Wiillam Jamison was himself again for the first 
tlme in thirty years. €@ four-tleafed clover fell In 
his lap. @s Jamison lifted his head, he almost 
dropped the gultar. @it the door to the day room 
stood Mad John. 

“Top o” the mornin’ to ya’, laddy!” 

“John, | don’t belleve It!” 

“Belleve It lad - but not too loudly,” he 
whispered with a finger over his lips. “We're 
amongst nonbelievers.” 

“nd so we are, come on.” Jamison mo- 
tloned as he fed John 
to a terrace where they could be alone. “How 
did you find me here, John?” 

“Weil, we do have oar connections, now 
don’t we laddy?” 

“No, it can’t be! Your John, from the Cel- 
lar In North Beach. John... John... McGIH,” he 
suddenly remembered. 

“Bingo!” 

“it's a small world.” 

“ye, and a wee bit smaller yet! I‘ve In- 
herited since last we met.” 

“You're kidding me.” 

“No. @ lovely place In Marin County - bat 
there's q hitch. | have to share the place with 
the former owners caretakers.” 

“What's wrong with that?” Jamison In- 
quired. 

“{ think you should come oat and see for 
yerself, lad. You're Jast about done with this gig 
anyway. Just tell the shrink what he wants to 
hear and when you work it oat give me a call.” 
He handed Jamison a card with his phone num- 
ber on it. 

“So, you see, Mr. Jamison,” Dr. Rhoten 
confided, your Oedipal conflict was the source 
of your delusions. You have always been a bach- 
elor and you have never lived In Mill Valley. You 
have never written for Rolling Stone; only a few 
articles for underground publications, long, long 
ago.” 

“| understand, Dr. Rhoton.” Jamison 
flbbed. On the doctor’s desk, Ironically, was a 
back Issae of Playboy that featured an Interview 
with Dirk Pearson. Jamsion bit his lip and con- 
tinued, “...and | really can’t thank you enough.” 


“Well, everything seems to be In order,” 
the doctor mused, looking over the paperwork 
and signing hls name on the appropriate lines. 
“Good lack, Mr. Jamison!” 

“Thank you, Dr. Rhoton. Thank you, 
agaln.” 

Mad John walted In the Ilmo at the carb, 
though Jamison never trasted his senses totally 
again. it could have been a Volkswagon for he 
knew or cared, for that matter. He finally appre- 
elated the Leprechauns’ hamor and knew only 
too well the lengths of thelr charms. 

When they palled ap at the estate In Mill 
Valley, Jamison knew he was home at last. He 
walked Into his stady and foand a collection of 
completed manuscripts with strange elven nota- 
tlons Inscribed. Deep down he knew that these 
were the best of what the Leprechauns had spo- 
ken throagh thelr long affiliation. at Mad John’s 
request, he sent the strange works to City Lights 
Pabllishers In San Francisco with a literary agent 
named Mr. Green, a midget with an Irish accent 
and a scrappy business savvy that won Jamison 
a new audience and immediate publication. The 
books were a hit. It seemed the world had need 
of his strange talents again ofter all of those 
years. “Top o’ the mornin’ to ya’, Sir.” 

“Top of the morning to you, Mr. Green. 
We'll be seeing you again soon, I trust.” 

“Fancy that, my good man, fancy that!” 


The name of the aathor was Michael W. 
Jamison. All the others died that day and his 
name strangely appeared in thelr stead. Sach 
are the charms of the Leprechauns. Meanwhile, 
the songs of Woody Guthrie played everyday In 
the Redwood estate In Mill Valley that the world 
somehow forgot. Only a strange little gentleman 
named Green ever came or went. find the little 
peopie frolicked unnoticed by the world, with 
the Elf Queen jullie, Galadriel and Shawn. 
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a Zen koan. 


In the morning 

fam giving the daty 
to go and meditate 
apon you. 


In the afternoon 

I sit with the master. 

He asks 

if | have anraveled the mystery. 


I hold ap 

the string of your name 
and explain that 

you are 

a Zen koan 

In the morning. 


by Regina Dilgen 
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